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Out of Place 


Author's Notes: 
For Augustine: You wanted it, you got it! 


Written, with love, for Ghost-Dance, LongRoadtoRuin, TKSpaulding, and all the other Chevy Metal fans. Enjoy the 
rest of the tour! 


Dressed in his smartest black leather pants and a black button down shirt, David sat on the couch and waited. 
The hotel room was the best that their money could buy, all white stone floors and gold, gilded furniture. Lilies 
sat in a vase on a mirrored dresser and the bed was freshly made, its white sheets pulled tight across the 
mattress. Not that it would remain like that for long. 


He was waiting, as he always did, while Dave went out hunting. David was horny, painfully so, and his lover was 
in a mood for watching while the bassist got his kicks. Tilting his head, David listened and a smile crept across 


his lips as he heard the redhead's voice echo down the hotel's hallway. 


David was freshly sober, the drugs having drained from his system during a stint in rehab. It had taken 


months to make the decision until he was finally too sick to cope any more. Cancelling part of their tour had 
been difficult but it had been a choice between life or death. And David wanted to live to see what would 
happen next. He especially wanted to see what his lover bought back to him. 


Unfortunately, the same couldn't be said for the volatile front man. Track marks still rode along his legs and 
the drugs affected his libido in ways that Dave had probably never thought possible. Sometimes he could 
manage an erection Other times, he just sat back and enjoyed the view. Hence why David was allowed to play 
around. 

David had turned thirty-two just a few months previously and still retained his boyish good looks. His long, 
blonde hair tumbled around his shoulders and his wide, hazel eyes still innocently watched the world. That, 
however, was about to change and he stood as the door opened. 

A young man, probably no older than twenty-one was ushered in, Dave following in his wake. Eyes much like 
David's looked around and his tall, lean body was clothed in a gorgeous, form fitting white suit. Again, much like 
David, long, wavy blonde hair fell around his shoulders. 

David gave a small shrug and gestured to the man, curious to know more. 

Dave smiled widely and placed a hand on his charge's shoulder. "David, this is Wiley. He reminded me of you." 
Walking up to the nervous man, David smiled warmly and extended a hand. "Hi. m David." 

David felt himself melt a little as his hand was gently shaken. Wiley was more nervous than David had first 
thought. David couldn't blame him. He'd feel the same if he was taken to the hotel room of two men who were 
known for their drinking, drug taking, and hijinks. Neither Dave, nor himself, made any bones about what they 
were like and, although David was now clean and sober, he did like to get rough and ready. Especially with 
someone as pretty and nubile as the young man before him. 


"Would you like a drink?" David asked. "We have coffee, beer, juice." 


His voice trailed off and he found himself staring into the other man's endless, worried eyes. Reaching out, he 
gently stroked the young man's cheek, brushing away strands of corkscrew hair as he did. 


"Dave," he softly said, "he's so beautiful. Where did you find him?" 
"Little concert | went to. Plays in a covers band." 


David's smile was soft as he cupped Wiley's cheek The man didn't move, his eyes locked on to David's. He 
looked like a deer caught in headlights. 


"Would you like a drink?" David gently repeated. 


“Beer, please." 
He didn't take his eyes from Wiley's as he spoke to his lover. "Dave, if you'd please.” 


It was in moments like this that Dave didn't protest. He didn't fight or curse or try and do anything else. David 
was in charge and the redhead knew it. For however long Wiley was in their presence, David would dictate what 


would happen and when. Dave was merely a passenger, hanging on for dear life as he watched the blonde man 


get his kicks. 


A frosty bottle of beer was presented to him and David took it. He handed it to the blonde man and watched 
as it was thirstily consumed. Once it was finished, he took the empty bottle and returned it to Dave. Never did 
he lift his eyes to look at his lover, instead giving all of his attention to Wiley. 


"You know why you're here, right?" David asked. 


The younger man just nodded and a curl of hair fell in to his eyes. With a soft smile, David reached out to 
brush it away. 


"And you're okay with that?" 


Another nod and David felt his heart beat a little faster. This one was gorgeous, an earth bound angel who 


David was determined to make sing. Taking a step back, he twirled one finger. 
"Turn around for me. Let me take a good look at you." 


The blonde man did as he was asked and slowly turned on the balls of his feet. The white suit was snug and 
melted over the other man's body like water. David murmured admiringly as he took in Wiley's tight little ass 
and significant bulge. The lettering on the back of the jacket, picked out in a font used by many a metal band, 
caught David's eye and he laughed quietly. 


‘Chevy Metal. | like it" 
"Thought you'd like that," Dave softly interjected. 
David looked up at his lover and gave the redhead an appreciative smile. "Thank you. He's perfect.” 


He stepped up to the young man and looked into his worried eyes. Stroking a hand over Wiley's head, David 
drew him closer. The other man’s lips were plump and inviting, perfect for kissing and ripping. They glistened 
with a sheen of saliva and were slightly parted as the blonde man panted softly. Leaning in, David gently 
brushed his lips against Wiley's. As he did, he watched the blonde man and, when there was no sign of 
resistance, he slid his hands down the curve of Wiley's back. His fingers rode over the other man's pert, little 
ass and gave it a gentle squeeze. When Wiley moaned softly, David smiled. 


The gentle kisses became deeper and more passionate. The blonde man tasted of beer and chewing gum and 
David flicked his tongue of Wiley's lips. He found himself shivering in anticipation and, when Dave spoke up, David 
was only too eager to take the next step. 


"Take his clothes off, David, and bend him over the bed. Let me see that cute little ass." 


David didn't want to break the kiss and he pushed a hand between them to fumble with the blonde man's belt 
buckle. Beneath his onslaught, he could hear Wiley moaning softly. His erection was pressed against the satin 
pants, making them tighter than they'd first been. Yanking at the zip, David pushed the other man's pants down 
and, with an arm around Wiley's waist, helped him to step free. Only now did he pull away to look into the 
other man's face. He took in the bruised lips and dilated eyes. The blonde man's cheeks were flushed red and 


his heavy erection was already bubbling with pre-come. He was definitely ready for everything that David had 
to offer. 


He took the younger man's hand and lead him to the bed. Wiley was now pliant in David's hands, the 
nervousness having melted away. Wrapping his free arm around Wiley's waist, David carefully bent him over 
the edge of the bed and stood back to admire the view. 

The blonde man's back was dipped and his ass was perfectly presented, the white jacket rumpling in the small 
of his back His back rose and fell as he took deep, laboured breaths. Stepping back to the bed, David pushed he 
other man's legs a little further apart before pulling his hips up. Finally, he let his hand rest against Wileys 
back and stroked over the silky-smooth satin. 

"You're perfect," he murmured. "Beautiful and perfect." 

"Thanks." The blonde man gazed over his shoulder. "You're pretty hot, too." 

David smiled at that and bent down to press a kiss to the smaller man's offered ass. "Ever done this before?" 


Wiley shivered beneath his kisses. "Only with the guys from the band" 


Standing back up, David pressed both of his hands to the younger man's peachy soft globes. His own erection 
was strained and painful against the zip of his leathers. "And what have you done with them?" 


"You know. Jerked each other off. Sucked each other." 
"Really?" David smiled at the image of Wiley on his knees and taking someone's cock between his pretty lips. 


"Really." The younger man whined and raised his hips a little higher. His cheeks parted and David got a glimpse 


of his tiny, puckered entrance. 


Sliding his thumb down Wiley's cleft and pressed it against his entrance. "Ever have a cock in your ass?" 


The blonde man gasped and pressed himself closer. "No. Never." 


Stepping back, David unzipped his leather pants and pushed them down. His cock bounced free and he kicked the 
pants to one side. Striding to the head of the bed, he picked up a bottle of lube before taking a moment to look 
at the man on the bed. 


With his hands balled in the sheets and his thick hair falling in to his eyes, Wiley truly was beautiful. Young and 


naive and just waiting to be broken in. 
"You got a manager?" David asked. 


The younger man barely lifted his head to nod. "Yeah. He's a kinky fucker who's always trying to get in to our 


pants. He likes watching us suck each other off" 
"He hot?" 


David watched as Wiley blushed and tried to hide his face behind his hair. "Gorgeous. Dark hair and dark eyes 
and a body to die for. Could have anyone he wants. But the only people he wants to fuck is us." 


"Good. You can let him fuck you when we're done with you." 


The younger man's blush only deepened. David found it adorable how innocent Wiley was. He was definitely 


looking forward to breaking this one in. 
From a chair across the room, Dave protested, "Just get on with it!" 


David had all but forgotten about his lover. Looking up, he smiled at the redhead and proudly noted the 
erection in Dave's jeans. Maybe tonight would be the night that David got a cock up his ass, too. Walking over 
to his lover, David placed his hands on the arms of the chair and bent down to give the redhead a kiss. Dave 
groaned and arched from the chair, his hands clawing at David's hair. 


"Do it," Dave hissed. "Fuck him good and hard. | want to hear him scream. And | want to hear you scream, too. 


It's been too fuckin’ long." 


David grinned and lifted a hand from the chair. He dropped it to Dave's lap and rubbed the heel over the 
redhead's throbbing cock. 


‘lm going to," he purred. "I'm going to make him cry for you. Why don't you stick your cock between his 
pretty lips? It looks like he's a good little cocksucker?" 


Dave groaned again and David felt his lover's body go rigid. "Do it, Dave. Let yourself go. Force yourself in to 
his mouth and come down his throat. You haven't come in weeks now and | can't imagine how fuckin’ 


uncomfortable this is for you." 


To emphasise his point, David pressed his hand a little closer. He loved making Dave squirm just as much as he 
loved fucking the guys that were given to him. Straightening up, he proudly walked back to the bed, his cock 
bobbing in front of him. 


Wiley hadn't moved, his little ass still high in the air. Drawing one hand back, David snapped it across the soft 
globes. He grinned as Wiley whined and wriggled, his hips slamming in to the bed before bouncing back up. 


"You like that?" David asked. 
"Y-Yes." 


He raised an eyebrow but didn't think as he did it again, his hand print etching into the young man's tanned 
skin. Again, Wiley slammed into the bed. Returning his hand to the small of the other man's back, David let 
loose with a volley of stinging spanks. He revelled in Wiley's hisses and moans and his cock throbbed each time 
his hand bounced against the cute ass. He loved the feeling of his hand impacting the silky skin. When Wiley 
lifted his ass and gave David a look at his strained erection, David gave himself over to his lust. Coating his 
fingers with the smooth gel, he pushed them into Wiley and roughly stretched him. Beneath him, Wiley rocked 
his hips, all but begging David to fuck him. 


He took the younger man up on his offer and withdrew his fingers. Not giving Wiley time to recover, David 
pushed himself deep into the blonde man. With just one stroke, he was hitting the younger man's prostate and 
making him scream. It was a sound that was music to David's ears and his wrapped his fingers around Wiley's 
slender hips. He marvelled at the blonde man's tightness, his cock being sucked in time and again. 

"Scream for me," David hissed as he slammed into Wiley. "Let me hear you scream for us." 

The younger man didn't disappoint as David drove in to him harder and faster. Feeling his body prepare for the 
inevitable blissful release, he slowed down and looked over his shoulder. Dave was leaning back in the chair, his 
jeans around his ankles and his legs spread. He was furiously working at his erection and David could see pre- 


come glistening on the top. 


Taking a handful of Wiley's hair, David pulled the younger man's head up from the bed and offered it to Dave. 


"Come on over and take advantage." 


The redhead was on his feet in a heartbeat. The jeans were kicked away and he all but skipped to the bed, his 
hand still around his cock. Holding Wiley's head up, David nodded to the man on the bed. 


"Do it," he purred. "Let me watch you fuck his mouth." 
Wiley whined softly and David watched as his lover pressed the head of his cock to the blonde man’s lips. 


"Open up, cutie," Dave murmured. 


When Dave took another step forward and pressed himself into Wiley's willing mouth, David felt his cock throb. 
He continued to hold on to the fistful of blonde hair and, once Dave was settled in their toy's mouth, he began 
to rock his hips again. He watched as Wiley shifted on the bed a little, pressing himself back against David 
before being impaled on Dave's cock. Tiny, guttural groans drifted to David's ears and he felt his orgasm begin 
to grow again. His body was tightening and he felt his cock grow harder. 


Looking up at Dave, he smiled as the redhead threw his head back and let out a deep, throaty moan. It was 
something that David hadn't heard in months, something that made his whole body tingle. David thought back 
to the times that he'd been bent over the bed with Dave hammering in to him. He missed those nights, the 
ones where Dave wouldn't let him up until David was exhausted and sated. David hoped that sooner, rather 


than later, Dave would clean up properly and get his libido back 
"Fuck his mouth," he hissed. "Choke him. | want to see tears in his eyes." 


Dave obviously took that as a challenge because the second that the words feel from David's lips, his head 
snapped up and his trademark snarl was etched into his lips. He pushed David's hand from the mop of blonde 
hair and wound his own fingers into it. Resting his hands at Wiley's hips, David began to hammer in to his tight 
ass. His eyes were on his lover, watching as he pushed the younger man's head back and forced his cock deep 
into his throat. From his angle, David could just see a glimmer of fluid hanging in the corners of Wiley's eyes. 
Wet, gurgling sounds crept up the blonde man's throat and David gave his own whimper of desire. 


Rolling on the balls of his feet, he pressed himself as deep as he could into the blonde man. Obviously 
overloaded with everything he was feeling, Wiley squirmed on the bed, no doubt desperate for his own orgasm. 


"Grab me a pillow," David said 


When one was tossed to him, he stilled and tapped Wiley's hip, encouraging him to lift them. David pushed the 


pillow beneath him before pressing him back down. 
"Rub against that," he hissed. "Come all over it." 


Digging his nails back in to Wiley's soft skin, David grunted as he pushed himself closer to his peak Wiley took 
direction well and fucked the pillow, humping it just as he hopefully would his bandmates. And maybe their 


manager. 


The sight beneath and before him was too much and, throwing his head back, David screamed as his orgasm 
tore through him. His body shook and stars burst behind his eyes as his cock throbbed, his hot seed filling the 
younger man. Beneath him, he heard Wiley moan around Dave's cock and the lithe, little body stiffened 


It took several minutes for David to come down from the heady bliss. The first thing he noticed was Wiley stil 
sucking on Dave's cock. The redhead looked a little frustrated and, pulling out of the blonde man, David stepped 


back. He moved Wiley away from his lover and glanced at the pillow that, a second earlier, the blonde man had 


been lying across. There was a large, damp pool of semen at its heart and David nodded admiringly before 


turning his attention back to Wiley. 
"Get on your knees," he purred, "and suck him properly.” 


The younger man did as he was told and eagerly swallowed Dave's offered cock Standing to one side of the 
kneeling man, David ran a hand through Dave's hair and drew Dave in for a kiss. The redhead whined and 


pressed himself close, his strong arm wrapping around David's waist. 


"Come for me,’ David murmured in to their kiss. "Come into his pretty, little mouth. Look into his eyes, Dave. 
See how innocent he is? We've popped his cherry. Taken his virginity. He's no longer so innocent and he's going 
to go back to his band and teach them how to fuck. Then they'll bend over for each other as well as their 
manager. They'll offer up their pert little bottoms to one another and plead to have a cock inside of them. Just 
imagine it, Dave. Think about those pretty, little guys. One of them bent over the bed while the others fuck his 


ass and mouth just like we have." 


That was all it needed for Dave to erupt. David felt the older man cling to him as he trembled, his voice stolen 
from him as he came in Wiley's mouth. Resting his head against Dave's shoulder, David watched as the blonde 
man tried to swallow the copious amounts of come. Droplets trickled from the corners of his mouth and 


towards his chin as Dave's cock throbbed between his lips. 

Slowly Dave eased himself out and David knelt before Wiley. Pulling his shirt over his head, he gently cleaned 
the blonde man's face. Tears trickled down Wiley's cheeks and his white jacket was rumpled. David leaned in to 
kiss the tears away. Sitting back on his heels, he pulled Wiley into his lap and hugged him close, his heart filled 
with adoration for the younger man. 

"Thank you," he murmured. "You're free to go now." 

Large, watery eyes looked at him and Wiley wrapped his around David's neck. 


"And if | don't want to go?" the blonde softly asked. 


David looked over his shoulder and to his lover. Dave wore a sappy smile and gave him a small shrug. 


Returning his attention to the man in his lap, David gave him the gentlest of kisses. 


"Then don't leave," he quietly replied. 


